178                             NOMAD

of his uniform. The desert policeman wears a khaki
tunic double-breasted and skirted, like a cavalry great-
coat, cross-slashed with bandoliers. A dagger glitters
from the waist-belt clasped over a broad red sash, and
a red lanyard, tied round the pistol-ring, loops down
at the side of the skirt with two red tassels. I went to
sleep murmuring, " Fashak fard, fashak banduqiya,
hizan, khanjar. . . "

I slept badly and was already awake when about
seven o'clock some soldiers came in to say good morn-
ing. They returned immediately with hot water for
shaving, and tea and army biscuits for breakfast.

We drove in bright sunshine across the shimmering
desert to the Turkish fortress of Mudawwara, two-
storied and powerfully built about a square courtyard
part strewn with rugs and carpets in our honour. The
camel trappings hung up tidily on hooks made brilliant
splashes of colour against the whitewashed walls. Five
coffee-pots stood in order of size amidst the ashes of the
fire. As we arrived the young men of our guard recog-
nized friends in the garrison and kissed them in greet-
ing. I sat talking to the men in my halting Arabic while
Glubb made the tour of inspection.

" The cat's in poor condition," he said when he
returned an hour later, " but I don't think I'll put that
in the report/'

We drove eastward to the Mudawwara station of the
destroyed Hejaz railway. The station buildings have
remained untouched since the autumn of 1918, when
Buxton's force assaulted it by night and captured it at
seven in the morning, killing twenty-one Turks and
taking one hundred and fifty prisoners, with two field-
guns and three machine-guns for the loss of four killed
and ten wounded. They watered their camels " while